

The Tragedie 

Ehter the £hccne. 

Wfi who fa all hinder roe to ivaile and weepe ? 
Tochidc my forjruae.and torment my felfc. ? 

Sic ioyne with blacke difpaire againft my foulcjv 
And to niy felfe become an enemie. 

T)ut, What meanes this feeane of rude impatience • 
T o make an aft of tragicke violence. 

Edward, my Lord, your Tonne oar king is dead. 

Why grow the branches, now the roote is withred l 
"Why wither not the leaues, the Tap being gone f 
If you will hue, lament : if die, be briefe :j 
Tha t our fwift winged foules may catch the kings. 

Or like obedient fobiefts, follow him 
To his new kingdome of perpetual 1 reft. 

Dut. Ah fo much intereft haue 1 in thy forrow, . 

As I had title in thy noble husband : 

1 haue bewept a worthy husbands death,. 5f 
And liu’d by looking on his images,, 

But now two mirrorsof his princely femblattce, 

Are crackt in peeces by malignantdeath s 
And lfor comfort haue but onefalfeglaffe. 

Which greeues pie. whenlfee my ifeamcinhim. 

Thou art a widow, yet thou art a mother, 


re armes. 


Edward and Clarence, Oh what caufe haue I 
Then, being but moirfoof my griefc, ; ; 1 

Te oucrgofby plaints and drownethy fries/ 1 , ; K ,v .a 
Boy. Good Aupt, you wept not for our fathei'sdeat ji, ; 
How can we aide yoq with qurjkipdred? tearpf ^, 

Gerl. Our fatherlclTe diftrefle was left vnmoaod. 
Your widowes dolours hkfwife heypp^pt. ; . 

J%Ui GiuemeoPh*)p e i I ?l a ^? n ! {at l o n» 

1 am not barrenly feting forth laments, 

Allfprings redueethetjr currents to mine eies, , 

That I being gpperndby the watry moane* 

May fend fort h plepteous teares to drowne the world: 

Oh for my hutbandifor roy h^ 


of Richard the third. 

Ambo, Oh for our father, for our deare Lo. Clarence 
But. Alas Tor both, both mine Ed ward and Clarence. 

9a What ftaie had I but Edward, and he is gone ? 

what flats had we but Clarence, and he i s gone ? 
q) u t. What ilaies hadl but they»arid they are gone i 
9u Was neuer widow, had lo deare a loflc. 

3* Was euer Orpharies had a dearer Ioffe? 

Bat. Was euer mother had a dearer bus f 

Alas, I amthc mother of thefe mones. 

Their woes arepatcield. mineare general! » 

She for Edward weepcs, and fo do I : 

I for a Clarence weepejfo doth not foe : 

Thefe babes for Clarence weepe, and fo do I t 

I for an Edward weepe, and To do they. 

Alas, youthriee bri me threefold diftreft. 

Powre all your teares,I am your forroyves nurfe. 

And 1 will pampet-it with lartientatidhs. enter Glojter* 

G’/.Madam haue comfort, all of vs haue caufc tvtth others . 
To waile thedtmming of our fhining ftarre t 

But none can cute their harme$,by wailing them. 

Madame rny mother, 1 do cry you mercie, 

I did not fee ybur grace, humbly on my knee 

Ieraueyour bleffiog. , , 

But. God blefle thee, and put mecknes in thy minde, 
LouejChari'tie, obedience, and truedutie. 

Gio. A men, and make medtea good oldman, 

Thats the butt eridofmy mothers bleffing : 

I maruell why her grace did leaps it but ? 'a • - 
Buck. You cloudy ^nnces^ndhart forrowing pceres. 

That beSrefhtsPiutuall Keauie load of moane. 

Now cheare bach other I in each others foue s 

Though wchaue fpent our hafueft for this king. 

We are toreape the harueffof his fonne •• 

The brokenrancourofyburhighfwolac hearts, ■ 

B'Jt lately fplintedjkn'Ojartdfoynd together, ■ ' 

Muff greatly be pfefertfdicheriffit.and kepti 
Me feemeth good that with feme little traine, 

HithatoLontfon^nbeci^wndourlstng, v 

E % . Gk* 
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